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They were clearly not heading anywhere without a push. Cliff rolled his eyes at the blatantly obvious looks of 
longing exchanged between James and Kirk, his exasperation with the pair's hesitance going straight into his 
bass playing. 


He grimaced at the sharper sound coming out of the instrument. Too aggressive, at least for the idea he had 
in mind. Taking a breath, Cliff replayed the experimental riff with a changed note, a small grin appearing on his 


face at the success, not caring how small it was. 


Once again focused on his instrument, Cliff positioned his hands into place for the first note of the riff, playing 
through the series of notes once more (making sure to put special attention on the edited part of it) and 
nodding to himself when he finished without any mistakes. Yeah, that sounded better. Maybe they could use it 


or something similar in a song on the next album. 


Cliff looked up to ask what the two guitarists thought of it right on time to catch the two simultaneously 
reverting their eyes to what they were each pretending to be focused on-a comic for Kirk and a half doodle- 
filled paper for James-with faint pink coloring both of their cheeks. 


Cliff forced himself to bite back a groan at their sheer obliviousness. They probably knew the other loved 
them back, just refused to let themselves believe it due to a fear of being wrong and messing up their 
existing friendship. It would've been a perfectly valid and reasonable fear if their mutual interest wasn't 


displayed for anyone with half a brain fo see. Cliff shook his head ruefully. 


Someone had to step in already, and if that someone had to be Cliff, then so be it. 


"Are you guys free tomorrow?" Cliff broke the ongoing silence with the question, "Maybe around 5?" 


"Uh- yeah, | am." Kirk nodded, a hopeful look on his face as he turned to see what James would say. James 


echoed Kirk eagerly, "Yeah! | mean- me too." 


"Well, that's good, ‘cause I'm not" Cliff got up from the couch, picking up his bass guitar by the neck and 
exiting the room with a final, backhanded wave goodbye. 


"Have fun on your date, fuckers.” 


